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FINNEGAN H.

Irish Philosopher Enlightens Iis Friend
Quinlan on the Little Game of Battledore

- ~

and Shuttlecock Between Washing-
ton and the Mexican Chiefs.

By LIND C. DOYLE.
“ OES r Prisident say eer a

wurrd Mexico in th' mes
sage’”’ asked Dennis Quinlan of
Dionysius Finnegan, as he sat in
the latter's tonsorial parlor, turning over the
leaves of the evening papet
replied
protessional
with a piece of cha
n Saturday evenings

“Sorra a wurrd
carefully
ments and wiped them

Finnegan, as he

exammed s mstru

mols, as was his wi

“Wirra wirra Dionysius. this Mexicar
business cets me goat ivry time, and the divi
a bit ¢'n 1 undherstand it at all, at al

Iver sin' July was a vear ago the pa-apers
is sayin' 'Pace near in Mexico," or the like o’
that, an’ w1 ve look at what were seein
Wheo-hurt-her 18 g he good Lord knows
where—Vanuspann arranzy 18 here at
Santy Cruz. the day. an' there ot San Hoshy
de Pimplev tomorry: Villy an” Shopatty 1
now kissin er in the strates, an’ agin
knifin' awh € allevs. while Gutty
Hairy an” Bunk« s plavin® hide an' sake it
the palace, a Ginral Hill s chasin® May

save Wndthrow

Turceno fr the Posy to Naked
Senory, where he's him. And when
Wilson kicks at their otin® into Texas,
Carranzv tells n if he peeps he'll hand him
ar

Now me ¢ er wid a conhdintial
lispatch frm Wa ton. how the Prisidin
is much plazed wid the raysoolt iv his pol'cy
m Mex Sure, what's he got to he plazed

wid

PILGRIM-FATHER TEMPERAMENT
UNDER STRESS OF TEMPTATION

Aisy sy. Dinny ¢ b'v.” replied Finne
gan, as he carefully replaced the last razor mn
s case Av ye itherstood the Dago un
permimt ye'd see the whole ting com-pre
henshusly Ihe thrubble wid ve all, fr'n
v'reelf to Brine an’ Wilson, 1s that ye thin}
ve're dalin e discindints v the Pilgrin
Fathers iv Massachooets, or a lot iv Presby
tarian f[eenanshear larmintown Joon
shun, Pennsylvar

Now. av a Boston man sees a lump v
ough, he bats his eye around circumspecshus-

lv. to locate the nearest cop. Av a cop 15
watchin’, he'll sa Lade us not inte timp
tashun,' he'll say, ‘though 1 sure nade the

nber me hur'tage iv

money. But | will rem

honesty from John Cotton an’ Presarved Fish

an' Mediord Rum,’ he'll say, ‘an Eli Whitney's
Gin an' Roger s shavin’ soap. That
cop is arrumed ay., he'll say; an' thin

Dinny, he'll go to th” Unitorium Matin'-house
an’ sing '‘God iv our Fathers’ ontil he sces a
chance to onload some iv his bum stock on
the widdys an’ orpkans v the Noo Haven
But av a Dago greaser goes out;, av
sees a sojer avin' his grub

Ratlroad
a cowld mght, ar
be a rid-hot sthove he first locates a pair iv
tongs an’ Hidin' the tongs be
hind the bell-shaped pants iv him, he says to
the sojer. ‘Wie Gehts, Camarado,’ siz he,
howldin® out his hand wid a shmile, ‘Hava

da banan? Voule: vou de pulque? Have wan

swipes thim

on me. Veev Mejico! siz he. By this time,
Dinny. the sojer’s lid 1s caved in, an’ the
paceful citizin is walkin' away wid tongs,

sthove, grub an' all, amid th' cheers 1v the
bysthanders
NHY REVOLUTION BREAKS OUT IN
MEXICO

But av' he can find no tongs, he starts a
riv'lushun, ‘Ravfarum th' lan' laws," he yells.
‘Mejico 't the greasers. Dith to th' usurru
per,’ he cries ‘Pathrits will ye jine me to
prothect y'r counthry?” ‘Hurrah!" says the
byesthanders, robbin’ a gunshop; ‘ayquil rites
f'r all” cries the mob, breakin® into a joulry
shop. ‘The constychushun shall be presarved.
it says, chasin an American down th' alley an’
swipin'  his Liverpad, Veev
Mejico! it yells, settin’ fire to a church an’

watch ‘La

cCancin’ roun’ the blaze

“*TI'was so wid Vanuspianny an’ Jasus Car-
ranzy, an’ a lot more, wid names like a file iv
arrmy wurrms passin’ & given p'int, MW his
ter had the sthove an’ th' supper an’ they cud
find no tongs.

*Now, Dinny, that's where Wudthrow
missed it on th' sighcol'gy v Mexico. Car.

¢ an’ Villy was shriekin' to rayfarrum
w'rythin’ in sight, an’ that same hit the grreat
davlist where he lives. ‘This,” siz he to him
self. 'is where I'll fade the Statu iv Liberty to
2 feeble croak. 'Tis meself will be the torch-
bearer iv Liberty to th® Amerikys,’ siz he.
“Well, Carranzy was writin’ proklymashuns
16 the Mexicans an' letters to Wilson, breath
* the thrue spur't iv the pathrit; Wudthrow
was swallyin® it whole, a' yellin’ to Carranzy
. he liked, an’ unloadin’ his happy
s on the pa-apers: Villy was assasu
natin' Americans an’ Britishers in Che-wow:

rang

O 1z 1ar 12

vow an’ Shopatty was robbin® hen-roosts n
Canned Peaches. an’ they was all happy an’

A PEACEFUL ATTACK INTERRUPTS
THE TEA DRINKING

v a suddint, a lootinent iv the po-leece
arrists some sailors that Joe Danyiels had
sint to dhrink tea at Santy Cruz, an’ Wud
throw «inds McWhirter an ultiymatim, pace
Santy Cruz, trows in the
i'r madyashun.
¢ the luv v Mike, will annyone mad-
yate?' siz Wudthrow, the tears runnin’ down
“‘We'll madyate {'r ye." siz the South
Americans, A, B and C. "Who'll we madyate
wid? ‘McWhirter? yells Wudthrow. ‘But
ye don't reckenize him," siz the madyaters.
madyate av ye don’t reckonize

fully buMbards

throops an’ vells

his face

How'll ye

rzashus Hivin, T niver thought o' that/
siz Wudthrow, 'Belike Carranzy wud madyate
wid me.

‘But he had do wid it, siz the
madyaters. ‘He says y're buttin’ in’ an’ he
don't reckonize ve at all in Mexican matthers.’

“Gintlemen,” siz the Prisidint, wid emoshun
we madyate in this here
reckonize me

nawthin’ to

*'tis nis'sery that
crisis, that the wurrld may
idayvas an' idayls, to say nawthin' (siz he to
himself) Who ye madyate
vid is an unimportant detail. Anythin' wear.
in' bell-shaped pantz wid a fringe on will do.

‘iv savin’ me face.

he siz.
What'll we mad: ate about? siz A, B and
C. 'Whist, till T lme up meidayas, {'r me
ind has but the wan thrack.' siz Wilson wid
winnin' shmile. ‘But] he continues, 'the
me mintality is the broad

sthrong pint

puage an' the number iv sidin's.
FINE POINTS IN DIPLOMACY
SETTLED., MORE OR LESS.
Furst iv all, McWhirter will raysine to
wanst,” siz Wudthrow.
““Thin he must fire a saloot iv twinty-wan
guns,” siz Wudthrow

“‘How's he

f‘ }‘: I-

goan’ to hre saloots afther
raysinin'?' asks the madyaters. 'I dinnaw
I'hat’s wan more petty detail' siz the Prisi-
nt

Will ve reckonize him before he saloots
ant’ afther he raysines or vicy-versy? asks
the diplomats
harrin’ what I'm tellin'
me irrejuicable minny

I''l! do nawthin’
ve,” siz Wilson ol
mum. he siz.
“Sorra the day. What's that?” asked Quin
Jan

The twinty-five Cohen thried 1o
tick ye. before acceptin’ six fifty f'r that
coof, was Cohen's irrejuicable minny-mum,”

replied Finnegan

plunks

insist on namin’ th' Provish'nal
Prisidint,' siz Wilson

“*1 ghall amind the lan' laws,’ sez Wilson.

‘l shall infoorce the constychushun. siz
Wilson

“Tis hittle they care about y'r lan' laws

the constychusun ve have here,’ siz the
madyaters, ‘but will ve stop the war in Colo
raydo?

“*Sure ‘tis the Mexican laws an’ consty-
chushun 1T was spakin' iv,) siz Wilson. 'As {'r
Coloraydo—what business is that iv theirs?

“'Oh! siz the madyaters.

THE GREAT IDEALIST EXPLAINS.
AND ALL 1§ WELL.

“'But," =iz the grireat Idaylist, "th' issintial
pint is this: While y're madyatin' there must
be a thruce. That manes that McWhirter ¢'n
do nawthin' an’ the rist iv us will do as we
plaze. 'Tis to fire at justes ye are av ye
rooin’ th' ceilin’. Go to it! siz Wilson. ‘It's
a cinch.

“*‘Oh,' siz the madyaters.

"Well, Dinny, th' A B C's goes to Nia-gara
an’” Wilson an’ McWhirter sinds dillegates,
an’ they talk an’ talk. 'Hurrah, siz the pa-
apers, ‘the Prisidint stands furrum on th' ir-
rejuicable minny-mum an’ victhry is in sight
Manetime the Navy is thranspoortin' san'tery
plumbin’® to Santy Cruz, an’ the sailors is
dhrinkin’ catmip tay to kape off the chills.
Fred Funston howlds back McWhirter wid
wan hand while wid th® uther he paints signs,
cal-lated to presarve the public healt’, in the
back alleys an' hotle enthries.

“Wan day Brine goes 1o Wudthrow,
“There's a catridge facthry at Bridgeport has
a big order fr'm Carranzy an' they want to
know will they ship,’ siz Brine.

“*Sure thing," stz Wudthrow; ‘wire thim to
ship at wanst.' ‘How about the thruce? siz
Brine. ‘Lave the thruce be, an' do az 1 tell
ve,' siz Wilson. An’ so th' catridges is shipped
ir'm Bridgeport an' sails fr'm N'Yark.

“*Where do 1 come in? calls McWhirter
‘Av this is a thruce, why didn't ye sthop th'

‘1 shall

ship?’

IDEALS AND GUNBOATS [IN AN

AWFUL MIX.UP
“1 maitled thim insthrucshuns, but forgot
Sure they must iv

to put on a sthamp.
walked all the way,' siz Wudthrow. ‘How-
andiver,” he siz, 'T'll tell Brine to inquie

about it “Th' insthrucshuns was unfortnitly
delayed,” siz Brine

“'ll sthop th' ship wid me gunhoat,” siz
McWhirter

“+Av ve do I'll blow y're little tinclad to
bits,! says the grreat ldayhst ‘Where's y'r
vls that ye'd break th® thruce?
“All this time the dilleygates at Nia-gara
was talkin’ an' talkin'. Villy was shootmn
now a Dutchman an’ now a Spaniard an® Wil
to come in an’ be
madyated. Wuthrow: ‘the
wather's fine” ‘I'll t'ink iv it siz Carranzy

won was beggin® Carranzy
‘Come in,” sz
‘but this same is not me year [ takin® a bati,
I'm comitable where | am, siz the Furrst
mark. siz McWhirter
gomn’ till

an’
Chafe. *Brine is an aisy
to his dillygates. 'Kape th' talk
I'm ready to skip an’ thin bid him go to the
divvle an’ take th' irrejuicable minny-mim witd

him
“How did they settie it?" asked Dennis
“Twas & redukshun iv th' irrejuicable
McWhirtes '
uther thrubbles was lift to the
thimsilves
IT WAS A GREAT VICTORY FOR THE
PRESIDENT.
“What kind iv a saloot did Wudthrow get”

agree to raysine an’ all
Mexicans

wudn't

asked Dennis.

“A  silent answered Fmnegan
“McWhirter put up his hand to-wards his hat
wid the Cumb pintin® in, an’ wiggled his fin
gers. 'Twas a grreat victhry 1'r the Prisidint
—accyordin’ to the Avenin® Post.

“Well, Dinny, about a mont’ later t'ings was
<0 hot fr McWhirter that he got ready to
quit, an' he says to Bunko, ‘Wher'll 1 go at
a1l at all! siz he. 'The sorra a bit T know.
siz Bunko; ‘why mnot thry Bar-saloona™
siz he.

"It listens good to me., siz McWhirter
‘1 like the name, he siz; an’ so he takes
jvryt'ing that's loose an’ flies to Barsaloona.

“'8ee how me far seein’ policies brings
healin® on ther wings,' siz Wilson,

“The way me dove iv pace is broodin” over
Mexico will be wort’” money to me on the
circuit,” siz Brine.

“*A thriump {1
Danyiels.

“*The Prisidint has shown the wourrld the
way iv Pace, siz th’ 'dministrashun editors,

saloot,”

me Prohibishn Navy,' siz

FINAL EVIDENCE OF PEACEFUL
CONDITIONS—IT 1S A BRICK.
Get to hell out o' here wid ¥'r Gringo

throops,” siz Carranzy to Wilson. ‘Yis. and
e quick about it siz Villy, *f'r) siz he, 'I've
somethin’ 10 say to his whiskers here,’ he
siz, trowin’ a brick at Carranzy. '‘Wid plesh-
ver,” siz Wudthrow. ‘I see they are no more
naded. Anny-wan cud see that, he sz,

“'‘Be hiving, arre yve crazy? siz th’ English
Ambassadure. ‘D'yve know what’ll happen
vhen the throops lave?

‘Righteousness an’ pace will kiss aich
uther.” siz Wilson, pious-like, "At laste Jawn
e was down there last win-

The American peeple will
Mexicans,” siz

Lind siz so, an’
ter was a vear.
rejice, for they all love the
Wudthrow

“*Well," siz Funston, ‘av they do | wish
they cud come down here an” smell thim just
wance, I'll lave av ye say so, Wudthrow, but,
take it fr'm me. what is goan to happen here,

W
[ ""‘jl_’lilm- .

OPE ON MEXI(

“Pooe the Prisident say e'er a warrd iv Mexicn?” asked Dennis.

“wwill make Donnybrook tair look like a Qua-
ker matin’,’ siz Funston. ‘Howld on a bit,” siz
Wilson, ‘till 1 r'run that thrain iv t'ought over
e single thrack mind.

“Meantimme Mexico was breedin’ Prisidints
like pigs. Th' was Provishnal Prisidints 1n
charge iv the provichns, an' de facto Prisi-
dints in charge iv annythin’ they cud grab.
Th' was de jury Prisidints in charge iv th*
gran’ jury. an’ pro-tempry Prisidints in.charge
iv the po-leece. illicted be wan hundther an’
sivinteen pathrits fr'm th’ state prison at Salt-
hill. Wan day it's Carranzy, the nixt it's
Punko, an' agin' it's Guity Hairy, an’ immi-
nint grocer, an ex-convic' fr'm Coalwheeler.
Aich wan calls a convinshun iv his own, an’
ivry dilleygate howlds his cre-dinshuls in his
rizht hand wid a finger on th’ thrigger. Con-
tests regyardin’ sates is settled in the road
outside, an’ defaytid dilleygates is burrid at
th' expinse iv their friends. So whin the
raps the convinshuns 15 unanny-

chatrman
mus,

“The Carranzy commishun reckonizes Car
canzy an' the Villy convinshun, wid the mor’l
cupport iv twelve t'ousand four hundther an'
clivin sojers to keep Shopatty away, illicts
Guty Hairy r a tarm iv twinty wan days,
sivin hours, foorteen minits an' two secinds.
Ailch side cillybrates be firin’ shotted saloots
at th' uther. an’ the paceful citizens iv San
IHoshy de Pimpley takes a crack now at wan
side an’ now at th' ether; Villy an’ Shopatty
15 ingaged in a cyarving match back in the
cate, while the byesthanders sing ‘“There’s No
Place Like Home.

“IFhen Wudthrow calls in the Washin'ton
correspondints, 'Tell the public,’ siz he, wid
dignity, ‘that, owin’ to me policy iv “Watch-
ful Waitin' ™ condishuns in Mexico is rapidly
pecomin’ normal’ An' the pa-apers prints it
_betuxt the weather raypoort an' the Jew
iailures on the sivinteent' page. :

[{E IS FILLED WITH SECRETARIAL
ZEAL, BUT HIS LEGS ARE COLD.
“Wan day Brine rruns to the White House

at six in the marnin’ in his p'jammers, "What's
' siz Wudthrow, sthickin' his hid out o' th’
windy. ‘Lave me in, siz Brine. ‘I've impartint
news an' me legs is cowld, he siz. ‘Gwan into
the office, siz Wudthrow, ‘an’ I'll be down.
iow, what is it?" siz he, comin’ in, snappish
like, 'r he hates to be bruck iv his slape.

“‘The imminent pathrit Hoo-harry Rynose
Salazer has iscaped fr'm jail at Albuquerque,
Noo Mexico, an’ is rushin’ to the relafe iv his
beloved counthry,

“*Let him rush, six Wudthrow, rubbin’
his eyes. ‘Is he f'r Villy or Carranzy? :Me
inf'rmashun does not state, siz Bill. ‘Sure 1
only found the dispatch the marnin’ whin T
come in fr'm me letcher tower. But here’s
betther news. Villy an' Shopatty has kissed
aich other in public an’ will march togither to
Mexico City, siz th' gr'reat letcherer.

“‘How beautiful is the feet iv him that
bringeth good tidin's!” siz Wudthrow, rowlin’
up the whites iv his eyes.

“*I dinnaw 1" me feet is beautiful,’ siz Brine,
lookin® down at his cyarpit-shlippers (he
wears number tins, Dinny), “but I know
they've been cowld this year back. an’ so's
vours, Misther Presidint.’
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**Have the pathrits killed e'er an Ameng:
this week?" asts the Prisidint, ignorin’ the i
remark.

“*Me daily builetin fr'm
didn’t minshun anny,’ siz Bill. ‘W me
thriump for me pol'cy,” siz Wilson. ‘I knows
they'd quit sometime av they was lift alme
Call in th' rayporthers an’ say the Presife
is much plazed'—

“*Here's a by fr'm th" Deppartmint wi
some tillygrams,' siz Brine. ‘It siz Gin'f] H&
is chasin’ May Tureeno in Coalwheeler! o
doubt his intinshuns is honorable, else I hop
she’ll iscape, siz Wilson. "Who is she, iy
way? ‘I dinno. six Brine, openin’ anethe
tillygram. ‘Hivin be good to us,' he sis, s
in' pale. ‘Villy an' Shopatty is stabbin’ sid
uther an' all th' fat’s in th' fire, siz he. ‘Hen
wan fr'm Santy Cruz,’ he siz, openin’ anuthe
*“F'r God's sake, lave me fight or call
home. This Dago merry-go-round makes .
dizzy, an’ th' throops thinks they've the B
T.'s. Ye're dhrivin’ the Navy to dhrink ¢
sthruct quick. (Signed) Funston."'

**Raycall him,' siz Wilson, risin’, wid heta
Cecishun in his eye. ‘Th’ objick iv our oey
pashun is accomplished—which,’ siz he, wid2
gran' gisture, ‘was to inthrojuice me idayh
to the worrld, an' inthrojuice Amerii:
plumbin’ into Santa Cruz.

“liey dillesgate howlds his cre-dinshuls”

“The worrst is still to come,' sis Bst
radin’ anuther missage. ‘May Tureend "
shootin’ into Texas. Ah wirra, wirrd, whatl
we do?" 'Make her sthop! yells
‘Ye just towld me she was in Coalwhﬁb“-'—

*“*It appears that was a month lg& “
Bill ‘but 1 on'y hurd iv it this marni, 0
to me bein' on th' road. May ain't 3 wome
anyhow: he's a gin'ral.” 7

“*Tis a fine sec'tery iv State ye are,’ soeed
Wudthrow. ‘Go an’ tilleygrait Cll‘l‘l“?:
I demand he sthops the shootin’ of
him wan.'

“‘Sure,’ siz Wilson to himself as Bill v
out, ‘Av the party and meself was
‘Abraham an’ Isaac, ‘tis Brine wud make
fine Ram in the Bushes.'

“What did Carranzy say to Wﬂlﬂﬂr“

conslv

Dennis,
“On'y four wurrds, but they was pord
sive. 'Go-to-the-Divvle! Thin they &
Gin'r'l Scott to Naked Sonory on @ B
iv Paceful Consliyashun. -
“And so it stands, Dinny, unless I?;:
illicited some more Prisidints while
been talkin. Betwixt th' shouts iv ﬂ' fight
ers in Mexico, ye can hear th' sound ¥
en laughter fr'm Barsaloona, where Me "
is drinkin’' dimmycratic cocktails ﬂ":“
Wilson Whisky an' foolish powders. Go
ves round sof'ly whistlin’ ‘I'm Afraid to
Home in the Dark,’ but sorra a
fr'm the grreat idayhst. Not even
gram. But they say Scott knows th
characther. f
“Sure they shud kape him w g
thin." said Quinlan. “Thim Dagos hat
suckers iv Wilson an’ Brine.”
“Dinnis." said Finnegan, ‘suckers ®
potes” he knocked the ashes from his PPEE
“they're not made, me b'y—they're borus.

an ippl
Mexicat



